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Certainly he did.   Very well, then, what can
I remember?
At any rate I can't remember dates. I
can't, like Arnold, begin an entry, cDec. goth.
On this day rny count for the year is 3,000,000
words. Turbot for lunch and ill-cooked at
that.' No, so far from remembering the day
and the month, I find it difficult even to give
the year in which I dined with him at the
Thames Yacht Club before going to the
Albert Hall to see the film of Faust for which
he had written the titles. We were almost
alone in the Club and I was much intimi-
dated by its excessively maritime character.
Arnold was in a dinner-jacket but I watched
nervously for the gold braid and buttons of
the ship's purser to creep ghostly along his
coat. He is the purser, I kept miserably
murmuring, and I haven't paid for my
ticket. The waiters moved, as I thought,
with a faint sea-roll. Aye, aye, sir, they
appeared to pipe when asked to pass the
mustard. There was, moreover, a solitary
diner, so vast, so unyielding, so unfriendly that
he might have been Lord Inchcape or the
Inchcape Rock. He ought, I felt, to have
been buoyed if not actually lighted. (But,
I hasten to add, it was not Lord Inchcape.
That great nobleman was probably at his
country seat daffing with one or two other
men of good will over a cup of champagne,
with his cigar hellraking the spendthrift clerks